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VOCAIilST. 


x  33  assr  x 


Afloat  on  the  ocean 
A  weary  lot  is  thine 
Bells  upon  the  wind 
Banks  of  the  Khine 
Cab!  Cab! 

Child  of  good  nature 
Dearest,  then,  I’ll  love  thee 
more 

Don’t  be  foolish,  Joe 
Forty  years  ago 
Deep  in  the  forest  dell 
Dear  halls  of  my  fathers 
Farewell,  thou  city  of  my 
fathers 
Fairy  bells 

I  think  of  the  land  where 
my  fathers  are  sleeping 
lam  thine 

I’ll  love  thee  ever  dearly 

I  love  but  thee 

I  should  like  to  marry 

Jolly  Waggoner 

Fatty  darling 

Let  us  be  happy  together 

Life’s  a  bumper 

Let  us  love  o:*ie  another 

Lovely  girl  of  Cadiz 

Life  is  a  river 

Land  of  my  birth 


Meet  me,  dearest 
My  father’s  old  farm 
Merry  Haymakers 
Madoline 
Nelly  Machree 
Oh,  do  you  remember 
Old  father  Pat 
Prince  Albert,  Grod  bless 
him 

Prime  the  cup,  fill  high 
Scenes  that  are  brightest 
Spring  time  of  the  year 
Spanking  Jack 
Sincerity’s  a  jewel 
The  Slave 

Take  back  those  gems  you 
gave  me  " 

The  old  water-mill 
The  lute  is  sweet 
That  feeling  which  exalts 
the  soul 

There’ 8  room  enough  for  all 

Trab  !  trab 

The  Witches’  glee 

The  old  kirk  yard 

The  Standard  bearer 

Uncle  Ned 

When  thou  ad;  near 

You  gave  n  e  your  heart 


One  Hundred  Toasts  and  Sentiments. 

London  Printed  and  Published  by  W.  S.  Johnson,  60,  St. 
Martin’s  Lane,  Charing  Cross. 
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The  Prince  Albert*  Vocalist. 


PRINCE  ALBERT,  GOD  BLESS 
HIM ! 

Tune — (*  King,  God  blest  him !”) 

Come,  send  round  the  toast,  OH  the  gob¬ 
lets  again, 

Let  our  glasses  flow  up  to  the  brim ; 

We're  drank  to  our  Queen  and  our 
flag  on  the  main. 

And  Prince  Albert,  we'll  fill  up  to 
him. 

In  staunch  Britons'  hearts  be  still  bears 
a  good  name,  * 

(May  the  world's  darkling  cares  ne’er 
distress  him !) 

Long,  long  may  he  lire,  bless'd  by  vir¬ 
tue  and  fame, 

Here’s  a  health  to  Prince  Albert, 
God  bless  him  ( 

A  hand  free  to  give,  and  a  heart  to 
relieve 

The  widow  or  orphan's  distress. 

The  patron  of  science,  of  merit  the 
friend— 

Pew  nations  such  princes  possess ! 

Beloved  by  his  Queen,  Britain's  daughter 
so  dear, 

And  the  lore  of  his  children  possessing. 

Long,  long  shall  good  fellowship  echo 
the  cheer — 

Here’s  a  health  to  Prince  Albert, 
God  bless  him ! 


THE  OLD  WATER-MILL. 

[Music— at  Jefferys  &  Nelson’s.] 

And  is  this  the  old  mill-stream,  that  ten 
years  ago  1  f 

Was  so  fast  in  its  currant,  so  pure  in  its 
flow  ? 

Whose  musical  waters  would  ripple  and 
shine 

With  the  glorious  dash  of  a  miniature 
Rhine  ? 

Can  this  be  its  bed?— I  remember  it 
well, 

When  it  sparged  like  silrer  through 
meadow  and  dell. 

And  is  this,  flu;. 

And  here  was  the  miller*i  bouse,  peace¬ 
ful  abode! 

Where  the  flower-twin’d  porch  drew 
ail  eyes  from  the  road ; 


Where  roses  and  jassmine  embower’d  a 
door, 

That  never  was  dos'd  to  the  wayworn 
or  poor; 

Where  the  miller,  God  bless  him!  oft 
gave  us  a  dance. 

And  led  off  the  ball  with  his  soal  m  his 
glance. 

And  is  this,  flee. 

The  mill  is  in  ruins— no  welcoming 
sound 

In  the  mastiiPs  quick  bark,  and  the 
wheels  dashing  rotand; 

The  house,  too,  forgotten— arid  left  to 
decay—  s 

And  the  miller,  long  dead,  all  I  lot M 
pass’d  away » 

This  play-place  of  childhood  was  grav’d 
On  my  heart 

In  rare  Paradise  colors,  that  now  must 
depart. 

The  old  water-mill's  gone— the  fair 
vision  is  fled— 

And  I  weep  o’er  its  wreck  as  I  do  for 
the  dead! 


THE  LOVELY  GIRL  OF 
CADIZ. 

[Music — at  Coventry  &  Hollier’s  ] 

Oh,  never  talk  again  to  me 
Of  northern  climes  and  British 
ladies — 

It  has  not  been  your  lot  to  see, 

Like  me,  the  lovely  girl  of  Cadiz ! 
Altho'  her  eyo  be  not  of  blue. 

Nor  fair  her  locks,  like  English 
lasses— 

How  far  its  qwn  expressive  hue 
The  dark  and  languid  eye  surpasses  1 
Oh,  never  talk,  &c. 

Our  English  maids  are  long  to  woo. 

And  frigid  even  in  possession ; 

And  if  their  charms  be  fair  to  view. 
Their  lips  are  slow  at  love'a  con¬ 
fession. 

But  born  beneath  a  brighter  sun, 

(For  love  ordiin’d  the  Spanish  maid 

it); 

And  who,  when  fondly,  falny  won— 
Enchants  you  like  the  girl  of  Cadis  I 
Ob,  never  talk,  &c. 


NJEW  AND  FAVORITE  LONDON  SONGS. 


PRIME  THE  CUP,  FILL  HIGH. 
PRIME  the  cup#  fill  it  high  $  *  ;  t 

Let  n*  ^rafHd'fhi  fair'; 

Here’s — The  light  of  her  eye  !  ^ 

Here’s — The  gloss  of  her  hair ! 

Here’s  to  one  most  divine. 

Though  I  breathe  not  her  name ;  f 
May  her  lot  be  with  mme. 

May  our  hearts  beat  the  fame!  j 

By  her  lip,  ruby  fed, 

Till  these  throbs 'cease  to  move, 

And  each  hope  here  lie  dead, 

Her  I’ll  love,  her  I’ll  love ! 

For  oh  !  she’s  all  the  world  to  me ; 
Here’s — The  maid  I  adore ! 

In  my  heart’s  deepest  core  j 

Dwelleth  but  only  she. 

Here ’s^Tfte  beam  of  her  eye,  Ac. 
She’s  the  flow’r  in  my  bow*r, 

She’s  my  star  Of  the  deep; 

’Tis  her  form  keepeth  watch 
In  my  dreams  when  I  sleep. 

Here Vto  her 1  lovely  eyes, 

And  to  those  that  are  thifife; 

Envy  not!  thy  pritte, 

So  I  win  only  mine. 

By  her  voice — music  sweet. 

By  the  truth  of  the  dove. 

Till  this  heart  ce£fe"  to  beat, 

Her  I'll  love,  her  I’ll  love ; 

For  oh !  she’s  all  the  world  to  me ; 
Here’s — The  maid  I  adore*. 

In  this  heart  evermore* 

Dwelleth  she,  ottly  fbe. 

Here’s— The  beam  of  her  eye,&c 


THE  LUTE  IS  SWEET. 

THE  lute  b  awCet,  bu*often  sad, 

And  sorrow's  note  I’d  fain  forget; 

With  pipe  apd  tabor  meldfly. 

Give  me  the  lively  castanet* 

Last  night  with  Florio,  in  the  waltz, 

HU  lips  and  mine  together  met ; 

He  whisper’d  too.  What  I’lIttOtteU 
While  tick  tack  went  the  castanet. 

The  maid  &  ldbk  erdss,  the  lids  all  sign, 
But  Jealous  whims  they’ll  fist  forget, 

To  deck  with  rosea  white  my  door. 

And  dancing,  ply  the  castanet. 

For  soon  my  joyftil  heart  will  beat, 
’Mid  friends  tn  bridal  favours  met ; 

While  wedding  bells,  soft  jingling  chime 
And  tick  tack  went  the  castanet. 


MY  FATHER’S  OLD  FARM- 
ON  QE  more!  return  to  my  dear  native 


And  from  thfe  old  farm  ne’er  again  will 
I  roam, 

*Twas  on  this  sweet  spot,  with  the 
reUpetis  go  gay, 

When  youth-  seemed  as  bright  as  the 
sim’g  f ray, 

*Twas  here  where  my  days  of  sweet 

I  timed  not  the  hours,  *fbr  they  flew  by 
so  fWt,  ■  ' 

Those  fla^shre  now  ‘^oiieMand  I  feel 

In  viewing* those  ScehestUlflitf^hilst 

l’hou^vsad ,-sifl  fhe  heart,  yet  life  still 
has  a  charm,  '■*' 

I  feel  as  I  gttte  Oh  my  Father’s  old 
farm: 

They  bless’d  me — I  lefb^-they  bade  me 
be  sure. 

With  honour  return,or  return  home  no 

Loiig  year's  have  toll*  d  by-^thbtfghts  of 
them  and,this  spot, 

Thongh  absent  they  were,  oh,  they  were 
not  forgot. 

So  poor,  poor  I  left  them,  one  bright 
beaming  morn,  .  ,  , 

With  riches  returned— like  the  lo?f 
they  were  gone, 

’Twas  here  I  was  born— hiy  life’s  early 
days  spent — 

’Tis  here  I  will  die,  whOre  I  lived  with 
content. 

Though  sad,  &c. 


THAT  FEELING  WHICH  EXALTS 
THE  SOUL. 

THAT  feeling  which  exalts  the  soul 
All  eirthly  bounds  above, 

And  makes  it  reign  one  perfect  whole. 
Is  deep  and  burning  love  ! 

And  yet  with  thesewe  hold  most  dear 
Its  struggles  are  but  vain, 

If,  where  wefdttdly  lh*e,  we  War 
We  are  not  loved  again  ! 

The  heart  upon  the  past  may  dwell. 
And  calm  and  haft*  **em, 

Or  feeding  hopes  it  dare  not  tell, 

May  of  the  future  dream. 

But  dark  will  he  Wbatt  ottCe  **s  cfeir. 

The  task  all  fad  and  wtfij. 

If,  where  weonce  have  loved,  we  few 

We  are  not  loved  again  l 


My  hftYte  qhft  e dMe*1>rbwn, 

And  Ihege*  tofrrfWn*- 

Cab!  Cabl  Cab!  Cab!  what  are 

fill 

I  lives  at'Horselydown 1* 

To  Honaly4o#ivd  ibiv'  him, 

When  my  horse  li«d  doWn;  don't 


CAB!  CAB! 

Music  published  by  Z.^ttrdjr,  Holborn. 

I  GOES  out  cabUfivitf# 

And  sometimes t&tbugh. 
In  spite  of  all  contriving 
T  scarcely  mhfctea  >a  Wo  ;~ 

A  Haudsom’s  cab  V+ttyfy 
A  handsome  hojjeto  trot — 

Cab !  Cab  !  Cab  !  Cabl  your  honor, 
Cab? 

Iil  drive  you  like  a  shot! 

Cab!  Cab  !  Ac, 
Now,  if  you’Hhedr  my  di«y, 

*  1 ’Udell*  how  l  wdadone 
By  a  fat  man  in  the  city. 

Of  two-aod-twetity  stun* 

I  plied  at  HolbOn^hsik, 

Says  he,  “To  PedtonrvilH*- 
Cab!  Cab!  Cab!  Cab!  IwabtaCabj 
Drive  fast  and  shdw  your  •skill/' 

My  horse's  eyes  I  tfiSflifed,  j 

Whilerh4^t  tn,  ybh  know, 

If  he’d  see’d  his  Weight  he'd  differ’d  ; 

And ,  perhap^ refused  to  go ;  \ 

To  Pentonvilie  l  went,  ^ 

Where  to  dfe  'sa^s  thia  here  gent — 
Cab!  Cabl  Cab!  Cab!  hefe’s  some 
mistake. 

It’s  Pimlico T  *niea»t. 

To  Piihltea  I ‘ tbok  hi lit— 

My  htftto,  to  yot/llsuppose, 

This  job  did  nearly  cook  him— 
When  again  the  check-string  goes  ; 
fie  cays  to  me  “  Hullo! 

Hold  hard  a  bit,  g*sk>w— 

Cab !  Cab !  Cab !  Oab!  you’re  wrong 


But  sheltcrwone  would  give  him, 
Thinks  I,  “  He’Slgotno  tin!” 

"  Wberr^Umll  4  now  tipttr  ?" 

“  Toihe  tfdvil,  I  don*  Wft!” 

Not  therelgneSs/’SlfysI,  “dhless 
You  give  me  my  bach  fare/' 


CHILD  OF  GOOD  NATURE, 
WHfcN  d*y  >wtssaii^d!jrdawttrnk, 
Ahalffst^y  *wttiddw  1»kr 
A  lark  Otnwwtetet's  itdrhi^, 

All  dhiltad'Wkh  ftjrdeW ; 

“  O  ” 

It  seethed  fo  sdy  to  me  ; 

"  Dear  child  uf  goOwWe, 

1  VhiHBVehifby  Wl&HlUte/’ 

My  WhUWW 

♦  I  quickly  then  wilhdrerw  ; 

Soft  notes  the  action  praising. 

Within  dxe^waMddr  ffew  ;  L 

When  perched'QpOn  Wly  Igtessitseng, 
AsifHo  toy  to  me, 

“Dear  child  of  good-nature, 

I  shall  live  dwppy  with  thee." 

Many  were  theboura 
My  little  bird  Would  sing. 

Ere  it  sooght  iu  -native  bowtra, 
When  blooming  came  the  spring; 
When  sittiughy  my  doy  it  sang, 

As  If  to  say  to  me, 

“  Dear  ehiW  of  good-nature, 

“  I  have  lived  htfppy  with  thee/' 


LIFE’S  A  BWMPEB.  - 

LIt*E'Su  ffdmper^irdby'fate. 

Let  ua  guests,  enjoy  the  thfit, 

;  N dr ,  like  silly  mortals  piss 
Life  as  *twere  but  half 
•  Let  this  scene  with  joy  beeroWd, 
Let  the  glee  and  cbfcn  fO  WtlA,1 
All  the  sweets  of  Idee  combine, 

I  Mirth  and  music,  love  and  wine  2 


In  course  I  jbl^weMfcous, 

But  I  my  temper  kep% 

To  the  Edge  ware  road,  good  gracious! 
took  him  every  step ; 


NEW  AN^J^ORITK  LOJNDO.N  JSUNUfc. 


MEET  ME,  DEASHdT* 

[Music — at  No.  4,  Exeter  Hail.] 

MEET  me,  dearest,  when  the  bees 
Have  sped  their  homeward  flight, 
'Where  blackbird  In  his  favourite  thorn 
Outpours  bis  love's  good  night; 
Where  flowers  that  breath'd  the  wood- 
"  land's  side. 

Fee  upp'd  wi'  early  dew. 

Are  kissing  every  gay  young  breeze 
That  roves  their  leaflets  through. 

Dearest  love,  mine  ever  dear ! 

Meet  again !  oh,  meet  me  there  1 

Meet  me,  dearest,  fond  we'll  stroll 
Adown  the  lovesome  way; 

And  whispering  joys  in  other’s  arms, 
'Neath  roselets  trimm'd  with  May; 
Till,  as  the  glow-worm  lights  her  lamp 
Where  dance  the  fairy  tqpin, 

We'll  bid  good  bye,  my  only  love. 

And  wish  'twere  eve  agaiul 

Dearest  love,  dec. 


LET  US  LOVE  ONE  ANOTHER* 
[Music— at  Him©  and  Son’s.] 

LET  us  love  oue  another,  not  long  may 
we  stay- 

in  this  bleak  world  of  mourning  some 
droop  while  'tit day; 

Others  fade  in  their  noon,  and  few  linger 
.  till  eve— 

Oh,  there  breaks  not  a  heart,  but  leaves 
some  one  to  grieve! 

And  the  fondest,  the  purest,  the  truest 
that  met 

Have  still  found  the  need  to  forgive 
and  forget; 

Then  oh  l  thot^gh  the  hopes  that  we 
nonrish  decay. 

Let  us  love  one  another  as  long  as  we 
stay! 

There  are  hearts,  like  the  ivy,  though 
all  be  decay'd. 

Who  seem  to  twine  fondly,  in  sunlight 
and  shade; 

No  leaves  droop  in  sadness,  still  gaily 
they  spread, 

UnditnmM  'midst  the  blighted,  the 
lanely ,  and  dead!  + 

>  >-• 


But  tbe  mistletoe  clings  to  the  oak,  net 
in  part, 

But  with  leaves  closely  round  it,  the 
root  in  its  heart ; 

Exists  bat  to  twine  it,  imbibes  the  same 
dew. 

Or  to  fall  with  Its  lov’d  oak,  and  perish 
there  too ! 

Thus  let's  love  one  soother  'midst  sor¬ 
row  the  worst. 

Unalter'd  and  fond  as  we  lov'd  at  the 
first; 

Though  the  false  wing  of  pleasure  may 
change  and  forsake, 

Aod  the  bright  urn  of  wealth  ^into 
particles  break, 

There  are  /.om a 'sweet  affections  that' 
wealth  cannot  buy, 

That  cling  but  still  closer  when  sorrow 
draws  nigh,  *  s  .  • 

And  remaio  with  ns  yet,  thongh  all  else 
pass  away  — 

Then  love  one  another  as  long  as  we 
stay. 


WHEN  THOU  ART  NEAR. 

When  thou  art  near!  , 

Oue  smile  of  thine,  one  sunny  ray. 

Can  chase  the  griefs  that  linger  beie; 
Like  moruing  mists  they  melt  away 
When  thou  art  near. 

When  thou  art  near ! 

The  birds  their  softest  notes  resume. 

The  streamlet  flows  most  pure  &  dear, 
The  flowers  put  forth  their  richest 
bloom 

When  thou  art  near. 

When  thou  art  near ! 

My  late,  whose  chords,  if  touched  alone. 
Breathe  saddest  music  to  mine  ear; 
How  grateful  is  its  altered  tone 
When  thou  art  near. 

When  thou  art  atar  i  , 

The  sweetest  joys  still  sweeter  seem, 

Tbe  brightest  hopes  more  bright 
•PWH 

And  life  is  all  one  htppy  drew  / 
When  thou  ait  otar*. 


NEW  AMD  FAVORITE  LONDON  SONGS; 


A  wbarY  lot  isthine. 

[Music— U  D’Almsine  and 
Mackinlay’s.] 

A  weary  lot  is  tbiae,  fair  maid, 

A  weary  lot  la  thine ; 

To  pull  the  thorn  thy  brow  to  braid. 
And  press  the  rue  tor  wine. 

A  lightsome  eye,  a  soldier* •  mien, 

A  feather  of  the  blue, 

A  doublet  of  the  Lincoln  green 
No  more  of  me  you  know, 

My  love ! 

No  more  of  me  you  know. 

“This  morn,  merry  June,  I  trow, 
The  rose  is  budding  fain ; 

But  she  shall  bloom  in  winter*  snow. 
Ere  we  two  meet  again.”— 

He  turned  his  (charger,  as  he  spake, 
Upon  the  river  shore ; 

He  gave  his  bridle-reins  a  shake  - 
Said,  “  Adieu,  for  evermore, 

My  love  ! 

And  adieu,  for  evermore.**  '  I 


sounds, 

Alone  can  calm  the  mind  ; 

Like  dying  sunbeams,  gild  the  scene, 
Or  bells  upon  the  wind.  > 


Those  mellow  tones,  those  mellow 
tones,  _ 

The  soul-desponding  cheer, 
Reviving  joys  the  bbiom  HU, 

Fresh  budding  hopes  appear 
The  drooping' heart,  the  dropping 
heart. 

In  friendship's  voice  shall  find 
A  balm,  whose  cheering  accents 
thrill 

Like  bells  upon  the  wind. 

.  Like  bells,  &c. 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  RHIlNE. 

o  -  .  ,  • '  ' 

[Music— at  Leoni  Lee’s.] 

Far  away  from  the  dash  of  the  tor¬ 
rent’s  rude  foam, 

Where  wild  flowers  blossom,  and 
peace  finds  a  borne ; 

Where  the  sun  brightly  beams  on 
the  dark  glowing  vine — 

In  a  cottage  Love  dwelt  on  the 
banka  of  the  Rhine,  • 

A  maiden  at  fair  ap  the  day-beam 
•  was  there, 

Whose  heart  was  as  pure  as  her 
young  brow  was  fair ; 

And  oft  did  the  hunters,  at  ev’ning’s 
decline, 

A  sweet  welcome  find  in  that  cot  by 
the  Rhine* 

There  was  one  in  that  throng  o’er 
whose  bosom  no  care 

Could  leave  for  a  moment  its  dark 
traces  there ; 

He  sighed— bnt  his  light  heart  could 
never  repine, 

For  Love  dwelt  in  that  cot  on  the 
banks  of  thq  Rhine. 

The  green  leaves  were  dying,  and 
fading  each  flower, 

And  song-birds  no  more  sought  the 
shade  of  each  bower  : 

Ere  winter  earns  on,  at  affection’a 
pure  shrine, 

They  knelt  down  in  joy  in  that  OOt 
by  the  Rhine. 


DEEP  IN  A  FOREST  DELL. 

[Music — at  Hawes’s.] 

Deep  in  a  forest  dell, 

The  sylphide  loves  to  dwell, 

With  the  timid  fawn, 

Sporting  at  early  dawn ; 

Or  near  some  limpid  stream, 
Skimming  the  noon-tide  beam ; 
Revels  in  shady  bower, 

Enamoured  of  leaf  and  ffower. 

Oft  with  the  lark  I  soar, 

Where  the  stars  their  radiance  peur. 
When  the  sunbeams  rise 
In  the  eastern  skies ; 

But  ah !  nb  more  I  rove, 

Chain’d  by  the  tyrant.  Love  I 
My  sportive  joys  are  o’er, 
weep  and  1  adore. 

Deep  in  a  forest  dell,  &c. 


BELLS  UPON  THE  WIND. 

[Miuic— ht  Duff  &  Co*.]  x 

heavenly  voice,  that  heavenly 
▼ojee, 

When  eVery  joy  has  fled. 

In  accents,  soothing,  brings  relief, 


mw  Am  jwomm'  London  songs. 


thee,  childhood's 


dear  hi 


Farewell  to,  ftqe*  cfciMftoo#* 

m  asm™..  ’inid  sadness 
and  mirth. 

Will  haunt  me  wherever  I  roam. 

Valley. -wi4  hjJU.-f.4e  .*»&,«>« 
light. 

Sleep,  g*ntte  »l«*P»  Je»4**.*hr 

aid, 

Itt  dwn.  brin#.  them  t»*te  to 

my  tight  | 

What  thal’  h  go  when  wwlth  i. 

_<u.Piw*,._ _ 


.qmxwmit. 

“I'M  tUne#  Vm  thine/1  she  oft 
wouWeay, 

“  Forevg&^jn#! 

Bat  never*  ad#*'/' 

Yet  she  now  leaves.  my*  heart  <  to 
grieve, 

A  nd  break  -with  woe, 

I  scarce ,  i  scarce  her  fa)j$h9*A  $an  > 

brilm 

I  lov’d  her  so,  I  lov’d  her  so. 

I  scarce,  I  scarce,  &c. 

Bat  love,  farewell  !  I  now  for  e’er 
The  false  on^ily# 

Her  image  from  my  heart  I’ll  tear 
Then  silent  die.  '  — 

^  ®t  ttof  ^  .4^ 

i  (mtjmklpmf  m  torn* 

I  lov’d  her  so,  I  lov’d  her  an. 

1  fear,  1  tar,  4n, 


DEAR  halls  of  my  fathers.!  while 
oa  ye  I  gazev 

Ye  callup  the  spirits. of:  happier 

Those  days,  ere  the  stranger  had 
called  jth^l&hwji. 

When  the  frowns  of  tb«^wpfld  w*re 
to  me  quite  unknown. 

But  ye  are  the  halls  tof  that  proud 
race  no  more. 

That  vision  of  splendour  for  ever  is 
o’er. 

Yet  still  ’tis  a  pleasufe  to,  g  W  on 
tha  scene, 

Where  nay  childhood  was  past'd, 
and  my  fathers  have -been. 

ttft*4J«k*  *hf*  s^rawa  ^ilw 

ivy-clad  walls,. 

X«w  many  a  fond  rocollection  re- 


TflERE’SROOIJIfitWOHforM^ 
WHAT  need  of  all  this  futifed  atrife, 
Eacli  Witting 

Why  need  ojfe  ,?«*.*  ®f 

'  life.  ...... 

Keep  trampling  on«*fe.  ? 

Is  there  no  goal  that  can  be  wogi( 


wamm. 

Published  by  Jaffaigut  end  Co.,  Salto 
dream  ;— 


C  HAD  e  dream,  e 

Th|4ui  “  gd 

A  home  there  was  tor  me. 
Savannah’s  tide*  toehedit^^  o 
I  saw  wavb  fell  o*b* 

But  when  in  still  B4l|gbf 

u  ;ievqr  knew*  n^ptherfslove, 

Yet  happy  were  iny  <Uys,v 
For  by  my  ow^ 

He  died— and  tyiaj 
Ere  Closed ofa*‘  _ 

They  tore  me  weepfagfcwm  his  :*ide> 

.  _  j  —  ttisl#  ftUvn 


'  Without  a  squeeze  to  gainit? 

W  Vv,aof  »Jt‘nL*  9®  ’■ 

But  scrambling  to  obtain  tt  ? 

The  wbrldis  wide  inlands  beside. 
There'*  wm  apowb. 

Wbat  ifibe  swarthy  ptMWlt^hd1 
No  field  for  honeetlatiowrlf; 


taltMMUMi 


A^j  d'^ed  me  aa  iheir  8h*e. 
And  this  was  in  a  Christian  land. 
Where  men  offr  kaeafr andrpray- 

TljWhwe18u»ifwid  C^oWSd  swj 
Of  give  me*  back  myGeoagiauoet- 
It  is 

Of  let  me  twain. freedom’*  light, 


QMj^ow  A  remi^er  (hen, 

Whatever  chanqg.fbfefajj 

ft*  wuSm  ^ 

afiidf. 

There’s  rqom,«9<>u|:h  for  all. 

From  poison'd  a{r/yc  breathe  incodrts, 
Andtyphns.t|0j^4  a%%.  °  .7. 

Gno  forth,  andd^eMiWherefee%U}i  resofts, 
In  rural  hillsand/vaUsysj 
Where  ev’ry  hand- that  clears  a,  bough 
Finds  plenty  in  attendance  ; 

And  every  furrow  of  the  plough 
A  step  to  independent*. 

Oh !  hasten,  then,  fa cm  fever’d 
den, 

And  lodgin,crp»R’4w>^,*?*^a. 

The  world  is  wide  ip  lend*  be«d*» 

There’s  roameBangb.for  alj.. 

In  this  fair  region  far-away, 

Will  labour  findeiftpippmcnt — 

A  fair  dW’s  ^tfapajj* 

And  toil  will  earn  enjoyment  ! 

What  ne^,^hii,’-ofthh-dai^.i6rkfei; 
Each  warring  ^i^.$*cfy$her  ?  *  ^ . 
;  Why  need  wq4n«WHF^n^A^ 


Qtvdlo,  IMia;»iafaxa.  .  . 

3PJUNG  TliajB  OF  ! 

T  H  $  siting  thnfe  of  ye!*1  is  censing, 

corafagV0 

Birds,  $&«**•*  %*y» 

tna«iCtA*rj,ghl*M  bhfW'Bg,  bt¥“?!W&» 
And  attjhe  wodd  UHny* .  Ipvq— 
AjpnmeoworfAis  May* 

The  glonoiis  sun  ^brighter/ 

%hc  Mm  . 

E’en  woman  when  we  njttfgihgr 
Ih  this  sweet  time  is  s^ecte^ 

*  The  spring  time  of  year,  tot. 

The  gently 

frpm  tba  >#»* 
Aod-gsatafel  VoWh*»M,  HUb>8 

Tbefr'heppyHiesof l0ue~* 

Their  happy  talcs  oftoue. 

w*h 

Spring  makes  the  heart  yapture 

Shrill,  tiU  . 

Spring  causes  men  and'mfW*^  meet, 
A*d£*h  mMbjoyaUnatar^fiU, 

The  spring  time  ofyour,&c. 


Keep  trampltygog  eACfeiO&OS  t 
Oh !  feilowmeu^remepiber  then 
Whatever  c^sncpbefai ;  <■  *r  *»■•*« 
The  world  iairidfj  where  tboee 
abide, 

There’s  room  enough  *br  all! 


N$W  A|TD  ffAVOBITE  tONDON  SONGS. 


UNCLE  NED. 

I  ONCE  knew  a  nigger,  hie  name  was 
Uncle  Ned,  , 

But  he’s  gone  dead  long  ago ; 

He’d  got  no  wool  on  thetop  of  his  head. 
In  the  place  where  the  wool  ought  to 

Hangup  the  shovel  and  the  hoe. 

Lay  down  the  fiddle  and  the  bow  ; 
There’s  no  more  work  for  poor  old 
Ned,  ,  . 

He’sgone  wbete  the  good  niggers  go. 

His  nails  were  aslong  as  the  cane  in  the 
brake, 

He  had  no  eyes  for  to  see, 

He  had  no  teeth  to  eat  the  oat  cake, 

So  he  let  the  oat  cake  be. 

Hand  up  the  shovel,  &c. 

On  a  cold  frosty  morning  this  nigger 
he  died,  . , 

In  the  church-yard  they  laid  him  low# 
And  the  niggers  all  said  that  they  were 
afraid 

His  like  they  never  should  know. 

Hand  up  the  shovel,  &c. 


SCENES  THAT  ARE  BRIGHTEST. 
[Music— at  Cramer  and  Co’s.] 
SCENES  that  are  brightest 
May  charm  a  while ; 

Hearts  that  are  lightest, 

And  eyes  that  smile ; 

Yet  o’er  them  above  us, 

Though  nature  beam. 

With  none  to  love  us, 

How  sad  they  seem. 

Words  cannot  scatter 
The  thoughts  we  fear, 

For  though  they  flatter, 

They  mock  the  ear : 

Hopes  still  deceive  us 
With  tearful  cost, 

And  when  they  leave  us 
The  heart  is  lost. 


THE  JOLLY  WAGGONER. 

WHEN  I  first  went  a  waggoning, 
A  waggoning  did  go — 

I  fill’d  my  parents*  hearts  full 
Of  sorrow,  grief,  and  woe, 

And  many  are  the  hardships 
That  1  have  gone  through. 
Butting,  Wo  1  my  lads,  sing,  We ! 

Drive  on  my  lads,  1  0  1 
And  who  can  lead  the  life 
Of  a  jolly  waggoner. 


It  is  a  cold  aud  stormy  night, 

And  l*m  wet  to  the  skin ; 

But  I’ll  bear  it  with  contentment 
T1U  I  get  to  the  Inn, 

Then  I  will  get  a  drinking, 

With  the  landlord  and  Ids  friends, 
And  sing,  WoT  &€» 

* 

Now  summer  it  is  coming, 

What  pleasure  we  shall  see ! 

The  small  birds  are  a  singing; 

In  every  green  tree ; 

The  black-bird*«and  the  thrushes 
Are  whistling  in  the  grove. 

And  sing,  Wo !  &c» 

*  k : .  t  ,,  . 

Now  Michaelmas  is  coming. 

What  pleasures  we  shall  find ; 

It  will  make  the  gold  to  fly 
My  boys,  like  chaff  before  the  w 

And  every  lad  shall  take  his  lass, 

And  set  her  on  his  knee, 

And  sing,  Wo  !  &C.  - 


LET  US  BE  HAPPY  TOGETHER. 

[Music  at  Jeffreys  and  Co’s.] 

COME,  let  us  be  happy  together, 

For  where  there’ s  a  will  there’ s  a  way; 
And  the  heart  may  be  light  ae  a  feather, 
If  maxims  like  mine  bold  the  sway : 
First  pack  up  a  store  of  contentment, 
Who  knows  not  the  way  is  a  dunce ; 
If  wrong*  d, never  dream  of  resentment— 
Get  rid  of  such  folly  at  once. 

Listen  to  me !  listen  to  me ! 

Be  kind,  ’tis  the  way  to  meet  kindness; 

If  not,  what’s  the  use  of  rente*? 

Rail  not  at  the  world  for  its  bpjjjlflesB, 
But  pity,  forgive,  and  forget#^, 

Our  old  friends,  no  doubt,  will  be  true 
friends; 

The  longer,  why  love  them  the  more ; 
But  shut  not  your  eyes  agsinst  new 
friends,  ,  , 

Though  one  be  but  true  in  a  score. 
Prise  the  one  you  have  proved,  at  a  jewel 
With  which  it  were  madness  to  part: 
Who  would  carelessly  throw  by  the  fuel 
That  keeps  up  the  warmth  of  the 
heart? 

Listen  to  me !  listen  to  me ! 

Of  true  souls  howsweet  the  communion, 
Throughout  the  wide  world  as  we 
•  roam; 

To  preserve,  then,  the  strong  chain  of 
union,  •  • 

2*±  us  rivet  th*  fond  links  at  hem, 


irai  w 


•■'■“""TftAln'.TItAJB. 

ONE dpy  while  gently  riding, 

Tb  reach  my  fid*  oba'a  home, 

I  found  her  fondly  waiting. 

And  w£en  etneaw  maootne 
She  cried  aloud  with  glee, 
ttMy  lov’d,  one  hh»i«>o  mel  — 
Trab,  trab,  trab,  treb  my  gallant  steed. 
And  bring  my  lore  to  me*w 

Trab,  trab,  Ac. 

With  eager  haste  to  her. 

My  steed  still  faster  flew ; 

And  thus  I  fondly  answer*! 

Her  greeting  fond  and  true— 

“  My  ever  faithful  fair, 

Why  art  thou  waftthg  there  T 
Trah,  tinb,  trab,trtb,my  gallant  steed. 
My  lov'd  one's  smiles  tb  share," 
'Trib,trab,&c. 

Then  off  my  horse  alighting, 

I  sprang  with  open  arms. 

And  soon  within  them  folded, 

I  held  the  maiden’s  charms ; 

As  through  the  fields  we  stray, 

>(  Her  bright  eyes  seem  to  says 
«  Trab,  trab  no  more  my  gallant  steed. 
But  here  with  my  loye  .stay." 

Trab,  trab,  &c. 

We  fondly  talk’d.  While  sitting 
Beneath  a  pleasant  shade : 

But  who  should  care  to  listen 
To  blithe  voifs  we  made? 
Alas  !  too  short  the  day. 

Her  look  no  more  is  gay, 

Trab,  trab,  trab,  trab  my  gallant  steed. 
We  bow  must  Lie  away. 

-  Trab,  trab,  &c. 


KATTY  DARLING. 

THE  flowers  are  blooming,  Katty 
darling, 

And  the  birds  are  singing  on  each  tree, 
Nevermind  your  mother's  cruel  snarl* 
ing, 

My  love  yon  know  I’m  waiting  for 
thee! 

The  sun  is  sweetly  smiling,  t 
With  his  face  so  cletr  and  bright, 
Haste  to  yoar  lovtfr,  Katty  darling, 
Eretbe  morning  wiH  change  to  night. 
Katty!  Kstty ! 

The  ftowers  are  blooming.  &c. 


LotooiT  Boards.'- 


Meet  m.  ilk  the'raHty,  KMt,  dtrlinj, 
Wb«e  the  moos  it  ehiniag  o’er,  the 
sen, 

Oh,  meet  me  near  the  stream, .Katty 
darling,  • 

And  tales  oflova  I'll  tell  onto  thee  y 
When  the  twinkling  stars  ala  peeping, 
Sutethoseeyes  shine  far  moie  bright. 
Oh,  meet  me  in  the  valley,  Katty 
darling, 

And  oar  vows  of  love  wa'U  pledge 
to-night. 

Katty!  Katty! 

The  flowers  are  blooming,  &«• 
Faith  I’m  smiling  at  yoar  fears,  Katty 
darling,^ 

Then  you  say, yon  ne'er  can  be  mine, 
t've  sworn  by  die  heavens,  Katty 
darling, 

:  That  this  heart,  love,  alfine  waa 
thine; 

The san  is  sweetly  shining. 

With  bis  face  so  clear  and  bright, 

Ob,  come  to  your  lover,  Katty  darling. 
Ere  the  morning  will  change  to-night. 

Katty !  Katty! 

The  flowers  are  blooming,  dec. 


FORTY  YEARS  AGO. 

*TIS  now  some  forty  years  ago. 

A  man  was  in  bis  prime; 

And  forty  years  ago,  to  him. 

Was  then  a  merry  time ; 

His  heart  was  happy,  fight,  and  f re*. 
Bat  Time  his  brought  him  low— 

Still  he  can  wi  thgpleasure  speak 
Of  Forty  Years  ago. 

He  gave  to  those  who  Sought  his  aid. 
The  poor  ne’er  left  his  door, 

And  shelter  to  the  friendless  gave, 

For  relief  he  gave  in  store; 

But  age  has  now  passed  o’er  his  head, 
He’s  seen  each  friend  laid  low; 

And  all  his  youthful  days  are  fled, 
Full  Forty  Years  ago. 

?Now  all  my  once-loved  friends  are  dead, 
(The  old  man  breathed  a  sigh), 

And  I  am  left  alone  to  weep, 

O'er  Happy  dhys  ghne  by; 

Now  ev’ry  thing  to  me  seems  strange, 
*’  This  landT*  scarcely  know— 

All  things  have  undergone’ a  change. 
Since  Fv Tty  years  ago. 


SMKNWG  Jack  wse-ao  oemdy,  «o 

pleasant,  so  jolly, 

Though  winds  bVsMr  ^Mt  gHQ^  jBijk; 
he’d  whistle  and  sjpf;  4. 

Jack  lorsd  kus  friend,*  andwaetrne  ip 
bis  Molly,  t  4 

Aod  if  hoaour  gar*  g*«*»*l*,.  WP 
giegtasa  king. 

One  night  as  we  drove  withiAPfeinef*  In 
^hamuia'swd,  .  v 

And  the  scad  came  onjflpqpgg  upon  j 
a  lee  shorn* 

Jack  want:  up,  aloft  Ip  k**A  ty*  *°P*  | 
sail*  | 

A  spray  washed  him  off,  apdwe  ne’er 
saw  him  nmre^ 

But  grieving' s  a* folly*  come  hat,  us  ha 
jolly* 

ifwe^AtronWnf  hw.  !*V 

pleasures  ashore. 

Whiatltyg  Tops,  still1  of  mischief  or  fun 
in  the  twiddle. 

Through  life  in  alt  weathers  at  ran¬ 
dom  would  jojgj 

»Ie’d  ..since,  and  he’d  sing,  and  he’d  play 
oobtfaie  fiddle* 

And  aw^  with  an  air,  his  allowance 
of  grog. 

Long  side  of*  a-  Deg,  in  the  .Terrible  fri¬ 
gate, 

As  yard-arm  and  yardraun  we  lay. 
off  the  shore, 

In  and  out  Whipog  T^m  did  so  caper, 
aodjig.  it* 

That  his  head  vna^tot  of  and  wo 
ne’er  saw  him,  more! 
c  *.  tytot,  $»• 

Bonny  Ben  was  to  each  joBy  messmate 
a  brother, 

He  was  manly  and  honest*  good-na¬ 
tured  an<l  free, 

If  ever  one  tar  was  more  true  than 
another* 

To  his  friend  and  his  doty,  that  sailor 
wnahm: 

One  dvr*  with  the  david*  to  heave  the 
kedge, anchor, 

Ben  wenti^Jkfc^ 

:  efcoiWf  » 

He  overboard  tipi,  when  a«ta&(aiieh  a 
spanker!) 


Soon  mppe<t£i$tp  tw**v4  we  n*  er 
sar  him  more J 

fnt  what  of  lPaUj  liiqs?'  /ityair  wg  he 
down-hearted* 

t*.- 

And  death,  in  fast  moorings,  will 
brftguealiup. 

Bat  ’Us  alwpgfctfc'  mrM’ki.V>*  st*ree 

in 

Iond  *MI»*dh  hfWW*.  hWUfcend 

WtoMmih 

Bat  by  battl.  ^smr^  W  .W^dw-’d 

thing  qp  fttkor 

,  '▼NerJ.lfWlJ .  ■ 

***%  iwww  m  *«#»» i<w4  k» 

•  a  folly,  dtc. 

|  THIN* 0*TM  I,A>H>WHBBE 
MY  FAIMBB^Aaa  «WSWN<J 
I  THINKefthe  l«pd  where  my  fathers 
are  sleeping,  ' 

I  think  ofTniy  'dew  native  shore, 

1  think  ofth*  friends'  who  perchance  may 
be  weeping,  '  ’•  ■  ’  *  '  ■  «• 

For  him  Who  retnmetfi  no  more ; 

My  soul  walk.  In  darkness  beneath  thy 

MOMhffc 

Whose  hre^^e^t*  assign's  dee. 
And  whis^ef  the  W^tiy  e***,  fond  lip 

£  think  of  the  home  where  in  life's  early 

-  •  morrow,  ' . 

My  Marian  tolpaasion, gave  birth ; 

i1  *** ot.  *******  tMtim*  mb 

sorrow, 

in  ?  * 

!lo  that  ^o»tb^tpdbp?wno,<Wh,ros« 

shall  appear— 

sQ’«r  th»t  »ay#  n**fo  wtten.no  eye 
drops  a  tear— 

Ah>  *<m,t«%twteeach 

'W>y,  drooping,  taim. . . 


Ah,  why  art  then. 


wiimtaJMM 

Ad,«tfll  unhioken? 


M>m» 


mcmrt,  »«MH0Kn 

[Music—**  MW#*’*.! 

When  flint  I  left  my  fe,tt**!*.home, 


ru  lj^ESw  ensr^^; 


THE  WITCHES' 

[Music —at  D'AlmnUe  and 

MacMnl»y*a.> 

When  shall  we  three  IMf9fc,ftSgfoi 


Dad’*  maxiip  soon  I  made  my  owij, 
From  it  to  (wervoatill  soonk. 

And  though  I  seldom  ■taop<ohd»wn, 
An»  ntTOf  Mfd’4  «*W4 
l  m5H^M.tRMU.»WfT"WWt  JW« 

Had  r  ft3  tricks,  M”  heard  of, 

A-.SSJ  erin^dte 

Hut  “,  «*  “  *!»»&’•>  "P- 

Blunt  Honesty  .'a, a  diamond  bright, 
Stofeerity  Vhjewrt?^  -  T 

Then  let-Denth  come,  1*11  meet  him 
calm, 

My  reckoning  wiU  prove right ; 
Ne’er  «W»t 

Or  rot>  man  of  a  dq&t. 

When  the  grim  tyrant  bids  depart,. 
No  guilty  throb  shidl  wring  my  heart, 
N  or  will  I  deem  ton  ernsi  r 
Hope’s  :  dktwt  {WPHHOt  wWa  de- 

Since  Honesty '■  a  diamond  bright. 
Sincerity '4  a  jcntet! 


Suited  to  toy  nuhd. 

Oh  !  I  should  fike  ^Btt  dashtnt 
Oh !  I  should  like  him  gay  i 
The  leader  of  the  lasbkm, 
And  dandy  of  the  day* 

Oh!  I  should  like. 

Oh  1 1  should  like  his  hair, 

Would  envy  being  mine;! 
He  must  n't  be  tOTfroirt, 

He  must  be  tootaiiriy, 
But  slim,  and  tatt,  Kndet*aigl 
,  Moustache  and  Whisfceirscu 
Oh!  Ishould  like, 


I’LL  LOVE  THfifi  EVER 
DEADLY. 


To  than.  i*W^8%e  *ii*S*«jr*,  ■ 

And  all  love' a  sober  sadness. 

*fcb< 

mine, 

But  this  I  swear  sincerely. 

While  truth  and  hdn&tr  love  are 
w  thine)  *  '  W  i 
I'll  love  thee  endear}#. 

Then,  iady,  though*  I  scorn  the  wiles 
Which  love  too  oft  disoofess* 


I’m  sure  he  *11  never  grumble,. 


new  and  favorite  l6ndon  songs. 


the  merry  haymakers. 

THE  noontide  k  hot,  end  our  tore* 
'  heads  are  brown, 

Our  palms  lure  all  ahitnng  &  hard, 
And  hard  is  our  work,  with  the  wain 
"  and  the  plough 
Oh!  but  poor  is  onr  dailyreward. 
But  there's  joy  in  the  sunshine,  and 
mirth  in  the  lark 
That  skims  whistling  over  our 
head;  v 

Our  spirit’s  are  light,  though  our 
skins  may  be  dark,  r 
And  there's  peace  with  our  meal 
of  brown  bread. 

We  dwell  in  the  meadows  and  toil 
on  the  sod, 

Far  away  from  the  city's  dull 
gloom ; 

nd  more  jolly  are  we,  though  in 
rags  we  may  be, 

Than  the  pale  mess  oyer  theloom. 
Then  a  song  and  a  cheer  for  the 
bonny  green  stack, 

Climbing  up  to  the  sun  wide  and 
high- 

For  the  pitchers  and  rakers,  and 
merry  haymakers, 

And  a  beautiful  midsummer  sky. 
Come  forth,  gentle  ladies— come 
forth,  noble  sirs, 

Pray  lend  us  your  presence  awhile, 
Your  garments  will  take  no  stain 
frOin  the  burs. 

And  a  freckle  won’t  tarnish  your 
smile. 

Our  earpet’s  as  soft  for  your  deli¬ 
cate  feet, 

As  the  pile  of  your  velveted  floor 
And  the  scent  of  our  green  sward 
is  surely  as  sweet, 

As  the  perfume  of  Araby's  shore. 
Come  forth,  noble  masters,  come 
forth  to  the  field, 

Where  freshness  and  health  may 
be  found ; 

Where. the  wildflow’rs  are  spread 
for  the  butterfly’s  bed, 

And  the  clover  bloometh  around. 

Then  a  song,  &c. 
'Hold  fast!’  cries  the  waggoner, 
steady  and  quick, 

And  then  comes  the  hearty  ‘  gee 
wo! s 

While  the  cunttingold  team  horses 
manage  to  pick 

A  sweet  mouthful  to  munch  as 
they  go.  , 

The  tawney-faced  children  come 
round  us  to  play, 

And  bravely  they  scatterthe  heap, 


Till  the  tiniest  one,  quite  outspen 
by  the  fqp, 

Is  curled  up  with  the  sheep  dog 
asleep. 

Old  age  sitteth  down  on  the  hay¬ 
cock’s  crown, 

At  the  dose  of  our  labouring  day, 
And  wishes  his  life,  like  the  grass 
at  bis  feet, 

«  May  be  pure  at  ita  passing  away. 

Then  a  song,  &c. 

DON'TJBE  FOOLISH,  JOE. 
WHEN  I  lived  down  in  Tennessee, 
U-li-a-li,  o-la-e, 

I  went  courting  Rosa  Lee, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e. 

Eyes  as  dark  as  winter’s  night, 

Lips  as  red  as  berries  bright : 

When  wooing  ikst  we  both'  did  gr>. 
She  said,  No,  don't  be  foolish,  Joe. 
U-li-a-li,  o-la-e. 

Courting  down  in  Tennessee, 
U-li-a-li,  o-la-e,  .  ^ 

Beneath  the  wild!  banana  tree; 

He  said,  you’re  a  lubly  gal,  d&t's 
plain, 

U-li-a-H,  o-la-e, 

Breff  as  sweet  as  sugar»cane, 
U-li-a-li,  o-la-e;  , , 1 

Feet  so  large,  and  comely  too. 

Might  make  a  cradle  of  each  shoe  ; 

O  Rosa,  take  me  for  your  beau. 
She  said  'No,  don't  be  foolish,  Joe. 
My  story  yet  is  to  be  told, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e ; 

Rosa  caught  a  shocking  cold, 
Uli*a-ii,  o-la-e; 

Send  for  the  doctor  and  the  nurse ; 
Doctor  came  aod  made  her  worse ; 

1  tried  to  make  her  laugh ;  ah !  no: 
She  whispered  "Don’t  be  foolish, 
Joe.'’ 

Dey  gib  her  up ;  no  power  could 
sav*, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e; 

She  ask  me  follow  her  to  She  grave, 

U-li-a-li,  o-la-e; 

I  take  her  hand ;  'twas  cold  as 
death, 

So  eold  I  hardly  drew  my  breath ; 
She  saw  my  tears  in  sorrow  flow, 
And  said  "No,  don’t  be  Tooliah, 

Joe.” 


Ml 


.uw'-'-fCJrw 


•  NEW.  AND  FAVORITE  LONDON  SONGS, 


THE  FAULT  BELLS. 
[Hiutc— at  Chappall’t.] 


THE  OLD  EIRE  YARD. 
[Unde— at  Chappell-*.} 


I  dreamt  (twa»  bat  a  dreamt)  thou  wert  |  OJi,  come,  eome  trtth  me  to  (be  oU  kbfc- 
my  bride,  lore,  {  '  yard, 

I  dreamt  that  we  were  wandering  aide  j  I  well  know  the  path  through  the  eott 


by  side,  lore ; 


green,  sward; 


I,  earth's  happiest  son,— and  thou,  her  »  Friends  slumber  there  we  were  wont 


loveliest  daughter, 


to  regard. 


While  fiiiry  bells  same  tinkling  o’er  (he  Z  We  ll  trace  out  tbrir  names  in  the  old 
avatar  2  kirk.vArd.  h  . 


water;  ,  ■ 

Merrily,,  merrily /merrily  it  fell, 
The  echo  of  that  fifty  belli 


kirk-yard. 

Oh,  mourn  not  for  them,  their  grief  is 
o’er,  , 


That  riaion  part  away,  and  thou  hast  i  Oh,  weep_  not  fcr  them,  they  weep  no 
To  moura  the .  hopes  thy  Meehood  hath  X  Portia  their  aleep.thooghoold  and 
No  thy  promiaed  hand,  \  Woe  may  be  in  the  old  hi* 


No  more  in  drefths  I  see  thee  stand;  % 
While  soft,  and  sweet,  aad  low,  it  fell,  Z 
The  echo  of  that  fifty  bell!  2 


Now,  when  I’m  musing  sad  and  lonely,  „ 
With  but  my  harp,  and,  thy  remem¬ 
brance  only. 

In  rain  as  jfr  those  chords  I  bead, 

One  jojHtorWw  I  try  to  send ; 


S  yard  I 

J  I  know  it  ia  ntfn,  whan  friend*  depart, 

2  To  breathe  kind  words  to  a  broken 
>  heart; 

4  I  know  that  the  joy  of  life  seenft 
X  masr’d, 

i  When  we  fciioV  them  home  to  the  old 
l  kirk-yard. 


The  fidry  bells  of  that  dear  dream ! 


2  Why  should’st  thou  weep,  dear  love,  for 

>  me? 

4  Tin  way-worn  and  sad,-«-ah,  why  th<m 

t  retard,  r  ** 

>  The  rest  that  I  seek  in  the  old  kirk 

t  yar* 


OH,  DO  YOU  REMEMBER?  J  ^  ^T4,t  j  *  the  old 
Oh,  do  you  remember  the  drat  time  I  *  yariP? 

met  you?  s 

Your  cheeks  breathing  roses,  your  2  » 

eyes  beaming  blue;  v;  { 

Yet  so  tenderly  sweet,  as  if  evening  had  ^  LIFE  IS  A  ferVER. 

Mix  twilight  and  lowers* in  their  lovely  \  [Music— «t  t.  Lee*s.J 

buf !  •  ■  •  1  O  life  is  a  river,  and  man  is  the  boat 

Slowly  was  the  rnghtbell  ringing,  Z  That  over  its  surfece  isdeetin’dto  S6at; 
«  JWCOt  Jb® we8^n  sulgmg’  >  And  joy  is  a  cargo  so  easily  stor’d, 

Short  the  moments  I  could  gaze  s  That  ^  ^  a  fod  who  takes  sorro' 
Upon  thy  beauteous  smilO;  s  board. 


I  then  sighed  fiuewell :  »  ? 

But  through  hapless  nights  and  days,  % 

And  ttady  a  weary  mite.  Z 

Don’t  you  remember,  { 

Bmember,  lore,  remember?  j 

Bing  dong,  evening  bell,  4 

Ding  dong,  brill  i 


Oh  yes,  though  my  path  was  on  moon-  4 
tain  or  billow,  X 

Still,  still  on  thy  loveliness  fondly  I  \ 
hung;  *  i 

At  night-time  thou  wert  the  sweet  dream  Z 
of  my  pillow,  .  } 

By  day,  love,  the  mope  my  memory  } 


Slowly  was,  8m. 


>  We  all  have  a  taste  of  the  ups  and  the 
[  *  downs, 

z  As  Fortune  dispenses  her  smites  and 
J  her  frowns;  ,,, 

I  But  may  we  not  hope,  if  she’s  frowning 
l  today, 

\  That  to-morrow  shell  tend  us  the  light 
4  of  her  ray? 

X  Would  summer  be  priz’d  Ibr  its  thrift 
X  and  its  Sdwprs,,  .  ...... 

s  If  winter  ne’er  followed  JriOi  storms, 
Z  winds,  and  dhowers? 

\  And  deeatt*  the  brightest  of  pleasures 


AFLOAT  ON  THE  OCEAN. 

[Music — at  Jeffery*  and  Co’aJ 

Afloat  on  tbe  ocean  my  days*gaily 
fly, 

No  monarch  on  earth'  H HUfa  hippy 
than  l ; 

Like  a  bright  brilliant  afar  say  trior 
bark  seems  to  me, 

Aa  sparkling  in  fcldry  kHe  -skims  o’ei 
the  sea. 

ThewSVelsiriy  kingdom,  aUbendlo 
my  will, 

And  fate  teems  ambitions  my  hopes  to 
fulfil. 

Tra  la  lhi*,'&c. 

The  ie*  ^*Wy  bM  ‘the  mom 

was  all  bright,  '  ; 

When  from  a  proud  galley  I  /first  saw 
the  light,  ^ 

The  land  I  first  trod  was  ihe  home  of 
the  rine. 

Hence,  b<Jrt  oo  fllt  'sia,  IddVt  oOgood 
wine; 

While  I  sail  </er  the  ewe,  if 'the  'Other 
be  there, 

A  fife  ^  UttSoe  Fortune,  t#  Tkngb 
away  care. 

^JPxa  la  la  la,  &c. 


THE  STANDARD  HEARER. 

[Mnsfc^tJfcffieh’s. 

When  moonbeams  coldly  hiss’ tbe*oens 

And  w^^ffi;?r^,<the 

lib  minstrel  bearer  wahae  to  tancfliHife ! 
This  heart-sprung  lay.  aod'While  his 
hetpYviilisth: 

“  Her  name  I  may  nettSll,  ^rflose 


Tie  affection; 

lorn*  a  holyoauae  I  gain 

i, , 

the  standard  I  hare 


he  night  it  o’er,  arid  with  the  new- 

Toadtton  tipflrti  Obd  W  Bittl* 
hro*  &U,^lie‘MirfttrelMfeih>fi£r  waves 


FAREWELL, /THQj^ClTY  OF  MF 

d U:r  :  ■ 

Sung  by ‘Mr.  Sims  Reeves, 
frifttfic—at JtillJenV] 

Farewell,  thou  city  of  my  fathers. 

Thee  I  shall  ne’er  behold -again; 

I’d  meet  a  death  inglorious  rather 
Than  live  diShenflttrM  by  attain  ; 

My  shame  will  be  a  story 

Fdr  my  rutKl'ess  foe  to  tell  j 
Farewell,  my 'land,  tty  glory, 

My  noble  name,  farewell. 1 

Fare  Well;  thod  h^eSotteWly^Mnging, 
HardJy  Itfcy.biwi  rsdgo; 

Ye lovedones, fondly  clinging 


Farewell,  sweet 
dom’a  oause 


itov  m#^o<miatiAitT. 

You  'gave  moyour  hhrfrt  t’other  day, 

I  thought  it  as  safe  as  mybwn, 

I’ve  lost  ft;  btHTWHStOin  I  say, 

Not  your  heart  from  mine  can  be 
known. 


Ton’d  leave  aH  tmah-eoantrlBed  notion* 


A  .  king  oonld  I 

mitt#* 

Ton  may  Wte«ter,'IHK  •rare,  I’d  rather 
Some  pretty  gt ftttflkHI  ‘bit  dbw. 
Could  yon  KnoWg^eo 
Xfr, 

Faix,  Noll  since  jVol  *«ftee>»*  n&wr 
laroTirion^NttMi*  \ 

Vain  y*tt*t*4ti 
wuh^akrobtty^dtd. 

Ah'I  sure  little such  gosthering, 

Takes W« Ve,  ■  bt.L 
Go  thenVUMftilJfe  Orm,  ’ 
When 

FarewnHyftoUohffoftaanif^  roltckjng 

With  &&*  mPmm*  i  kag^^dAryrtsA^Stake 
To  the  up 

Ah!  »MeUtth-ee^.goi<Wl^.  <4te. 


Wkile  TtMlT«d  t*******!*  yooj 

Ten  pgt  on  yonc^nmpe  and  we  hop* 
py  Indeed ;  u  -  j 

So  inq 

Iihe.eSffiriw  "dfe-srw^l  fi* 

waving  along,  - 

Be  the  Mustiswd  Ike  boast,  end  the 
causa- -of-fn*  duels,  . 

The -them*  of  the  story, -the  Queen  of 
:  ■,. 'the. tong..' 

AJiW’GwBrowen."  •  i  ; 

Ob,  talk  not  to  me  of  year  jewels  and 

•  .  i 

Sue  a  girl  marbedappy  however 

jkofy  Jooiat  * 

'*mBmw  Wf^Kr  "  * .  i 

At  your  flaunting  awl  deitcing  I’ll  torn 
•r  Cpinryaose,  j 

For  a  caM»*md.pig  With  the  boy  I 
.  loOrMet.  l 

He  might  lade  me«tbe»with  ropes  of 
sheer,  •  •'  -  >.j  *■'!•'- 
While  tboraily  eeniyday  wopldpass. 
But  tie  me  to  one  fer-gould  and  show} 
And  I’d  hick  like  a  colt  just  wild 
from  grate.  • .  a ,  ■ . 

Oh!  reaemtar  theagh  l*r«  has  fbnt 
groond  for  the  dare, 
AndWmebecbke  tofastea  h to  knee, 
He  *»  rotliek,  endplay,  .yet  bp  more 

Xks^jst  on  h>s.  manners  with  high 
depee; 

.,-A^.W*.?##* p*  mUkto8  ber 

.Bnt  tbiak  <*£  #*»?  ■!*#•  pwsed  ia 


OLD  gABBftB  PAT. 
•OliDfsthfrFst  washiitheundfree, 


He  kissedtthdttsfWtttjly,  O, 

And  hie  Arne  so  ran  through,  D  on*. 

ittyV&i 


■iilw#  Wit  nude  •Hkn’lflffc'so  ^tilyl  0  j 

For,  day  or  night, ’t#ai  ifs'daniSt, 
UeTeilof  moonrenrraw/O, 

With  pao,  meeeiepneto  wetrhfc  *kty» 

A  MHhkMeeirwnyhaeeiioi  motet#*,  o. 

T61  lolde'rdl;  lie. 
Then  fafher^Vas  ftdjr's.hfaf,  # 

And  whi.HeyiiallW  his  Queen  fcfr'fbat, 
8e  he  learned  it  of  his  mother,  O ; 
For  ATy  Or  >ntgt«tVwa*hi»4e  tight. 
Devoid  Of^hW'WrtdlWtAO;’  »'■ 

\  So  cottte,  ^rhe,lPHcd«<T1he,  ^  ^ 

™  *  TtAdobdeMMec; 
TMd'IMMkrYhthe  keJitsMWbol, 

■rJsasaaCTg 

He  kept  them  aWmyadrWfaBVP, 

DfToia  OI  cWnB  vr  WHvWj  “| 

To  boose  away*  old  Pal  would  say, 
Andthe  devil  may  take  to  morrow,  Oo 
Tol  lol  de  roly  fcc< 


Wspoy-WT-  nr.^  ‘n  f 

And  how  sweetly  tnd  aajmly  ra 

Aifi  <  ‘6dM%f  4 :  *•>  ±  •• 

ThedMMdnahe  I'd  ***?  «fj  7 

Conld  yon  know  who  would  pay 
devotions, 

What  great  ones  before  yon  v 


j 

NEW  AND  FAyOM?®  LONDON  pOffUH 


- MMwnanw.  .  ~  - 

[Musie-*t  Moss  MdCo’s.l 
CREAM  of  thee,  sweet  Madeline, 
80  beautiful  endbright,.  . 

My  memory  wesves  <*»ch  ttun* 
With  er’ry  thought  of  light. 

Thou  ext  the' musuf' of  toy  h«*t 
Thst  whispers  thro’  each  day. 

That  speaks  thy  name  in  ev  fj  hreese 


TAKfe  BACK  THOSE  GWM3  T0U 
'  GAVE  ME*  '  /«<  _ 

TAKE  baek  thosewttfyonga^  me, 

I  prized  them  bur  for  thee  ;  «•  *  \ 
Thou  art  changed,  and  they  tio  longer 
Possess  one  chartufor  me*  .  • 

Alas,  they  but  reining  me 
Of  bright  hopes  passed  away; 

Oh  \  would, that  they  banish 

The  dream  Of  yeeterd*/  •  , 

Thou  canst  not  call  me  faithless, 

For  never  vow  of  mine  :  >*•  : 

Was  breathed  or  lightly  spoken, 
aay.waeitwwi^hme.^^ 

And  yet  VU  not  upbraid  thee. 

My  presence  shall  not  throw 
One  cloud  upon  thy  pathway. 

One  shadow  op  thy  brow. 

Go,  mingle  with  the  flightless, 

And  revel  with  the^y;/ 

Leave  me  the  sad  remembrance, 

That  dream  of  yesterday. 

My  last  farewell  is  spoken. 

One  sad  word  lingers  jet; 

Although  my  voice  might  falter, 

•  My  heart  would  ^r>r^t.k(&c_ 


I  LOVE  But  THEE. 

[Music— at  Cramer  and  Co’s.] 

IF  after  all  yon  still  will  doubt  and  fear 

m; 

And  this  heart  to  other  loves 
will  stray,  >  ^ 

If  I  must  swear,  then  lovely  doubter 
'  r  •  hear  mej^  > 

By  all  those  dreams  I  have  when 
thou’rt  away— 

By  every  throb  I  feel  when  thou  art 
near  mo— 

I  love  but  thee,  I  love  but  thee. 

By  those  dark  eyes  where  light  is  ever 
playing, 

Where  love  in  depth  of  shadow  holds 
his  throne. 

And  by  those  Ups  which  give  whate’er 
thou’rt  say  tag 

Of  grave  or  gay,  a  music  of  its  own 

A  music  far  beyond  all  minstrel-playing 

I  loVe  buuhte,  l  love  bat  thee. 

By  that  fair  brow  where  innocence  re- 
poses,  •'  r*- V  % 

Pure  as  the  moonlight  sleeping  on 
the  snow,  ■ 

And  by  that  cheek  whose  fleeting  blush 
discloses 

A  hue  too  bright  to  bleu  tbU  werld 

'*'beiow  "  ’ 

And  only  At  to  d#»U  on  Eden’e  rou% 

Hero  but  thne,  I  luro  hot  thu. 


DEAREST,  THEM,  I’LL  LOVE 
THEE  MORE. 

[Music— ut  Duff  and  Co’s.] 

YES,  I’ll  love,  thee,  oh,  how  dearly, 
Words  but  faintly  .dan  express, 

Thi  s  fond  heart  beats!  too  sincerely , 
E’er  in  life  to  love  tbee  less  1 

No,  my  fancy  never  ranges, 

Hopes  like  mine  can  never  soar; 

If  the  love  I  cherish  changes, 

It  will  be  todove  thee  more. 

Though  the  wofld  has  many  sorrows, 
And  perchance  it  may  be  ours. 

Lore  from  tears  a  brightness  borrows 
Like  the  earth  from  summer  showers 
Ws  will  share  our  griefs  and  gladness. 
In  the  future  ae  of  yore* 

And  in  aU  your  hours  of  sadness. 
Deafest,  then,  I’ll  love  <hee  more. 

Youth  maw  pass,  but  ask  not  whether. 

When  yon* r  old  Ill  love  as  true;  t 
4Uudl  we  not  grow  old  together*  . 

And  Time’s  changes  mark  me,  too” 
Cifbmav  cease,  but  then  to  heaven 
Will  imy  pure  affection  soar 
fat,  whan  freed  from  earthly  wren, 
Deares  t,  than.  I’ll  love  thee  more.  v 
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TOASTS  AND  SENTIMENTS. 


5  Our  favorite  friend,  and  our  favorite 

1  Eir,‘ 

S  May  the  connotation  of  rectitude  sweeten 
s  the  bitterness  of  sorrow. 

2  The  subject  ofliberty,  and  the  liberty  of 
J  the  subject. 

2  May  we  look  round  us  with  pleasure, 

2  and  upwards  with  gratitude. 

2  Pleasures  which  please  on  rofiection. 

\  May  we  never  know  distress  from  our 
2  own  folly. 

♦  May  our  pleasures  continue,  and  our 
%  sorrows  be  distant. 

2  Ability  to  do  good. 

2  May  the  seeds  of  friendship  never 
2  produce  the  flowers  of  ingratitude. 

*  >  May  we  live  to  see  and  bless  the  day, 

2  When  we’ve  neither  armies  to  dread  or 

*  taxes  to  pay. 

J  The  greatest  blessing  Heaven  can 
J  send — a  good  wife. 

2  May  he  that  turns  his  back  on  his  friends, 

J  fall  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies, 
t  The  British  Navy. 

t  May  Hie  gale  of  prosperity  waft  us  into 
2  the  port  of  happiness. 

J  Head  and  hands  to  earn,  and  a  heart  to 
J  spend. 

2  Gold  to  every  one  depressed  by  the 
s  leaden  band  of  misfortune. 
s  Every  thing  belonging  to  fortune  but  her 
5  instability. 

%  Merit  assisted,  and  knaves  twisted. 

J  Good  ships,  fair  winds,  and  brave 
2  seamen. 

2  May  we  be  just  as  happy  as  we  wish  our 
s  neighbours  to  be. 

\  Charity  without  ostentation,  and  religion 
2  without  bigotry. 

}  Addition  to  Patriots,  Subtraction  to 
%  Placemen,  Multiplicatioa  to  the  friends 
2  of  Peace,  Division  to  its  Enemies, 

2  Reduction  to  Abuses,  Rule  of  Three 
J  Jo  Queen,  Lords,  and  Commons, 

2  Practice  to  Reformation,  Fellowship 
z  Britons,  Discount  to  the  National 
j  Debt,  and  Decimal  Fractions  V  the 
2  Clergy. 

2  May  we  never  want  bread  to  make  a 
£  toast  of. 

s  Sun-shine  and  good-humour  all  the 
2  world  over. 

2  May  the  best  day  we  have  seen  be  the 
s  worst  we  have  to  come. 

2  Virtue  for  a  guide,  and  fortune  for  an 
2  attendant. 

%  May  we  derive  amusement  from 
>  business,  and  improvement  from 
2  pleasure.  j 

S  May  our  commanders  in  arms  have  (he 

1  ®ye,ff  a  Hawke,  and  the  heart  of  a 
^  Wolfe. 

2  Queen,  and  may  we  never  know  I 
.  the  want  of  her  picture. 


May  we  laugh  in  our  cups,  and  think  * 
when  we  are  sober.  2 

Absent  friends.  J 

May  the  meanest  Briton  scorn  to  be  the  2 
highest  slave.  2 

To  the  memory  of  those  who  have  died  2 
in  defence  of  their  country.  £ 

May  the  polished  heart  make  amends  > 
for  a  rough  countenance.  2 

Riches  to  seamen’s  widows  and  orphans.  £ 
The  Queen  and  Constitution.  s 

May  we  always  meet  more  numerous,  2 
and  never  less  respectable.  $ 

May  sovereigns  and  subjects  reign  in  > 
each  other’s  hearts  by  love.  t 

May  every  Briton  be  loyal,  and  find  a  2 
loyal  protection.  J 

May  British  soldiers  and  cowardice  ever  2 
be  at  war.  j 

May  iue  gifts  of  fortune  never  cause  us  2 
to  steer  out  otour  latitude.  ? 

Fidelity  to  cur  friends,  and  grace  to  our  2 
enemies.  J 

May  prudence  secure  us  friends,  but  $ 
enable  us  to  live  without  their  as-  5 
sistance.  j 

May  we  be  friendly  and  social  to  all  2 
mankind.  ^  2 

May  we  -bury  sorrow  in  the  friendly  s 
draught.  J 

The  sun-shine  of  the  soul, — a  friend.  2 
May  we  always  have  a  friend,  and  knew  2 
his  value.  J 

May  our  friendship  continue  as  long  as  2 
the  sun.  2 

When  we  meet  to  be  merry,  let  us  part  2 
with  discretion.  % 

May  the  blossoms  of  liberty-never  be  2 
blighted.  $ 

May  we  act  with  reason  even  when  the  2 
bottle  circulates.  % 

Long  life,  pure  love,  and  boundless  2 
liberty..  J 

May  the  fire  of  love  never  feel  decay.  J 
The  rose  of  love  without  the  thorns.  2 
May  the  opinions  of  others  never  warp  2 
reason’s  dictates.  > 

A  mirth-inspired  bowl.  s 

May  those  we  love  be  honest,  and  % 
the  land  we  live  in  free.  2 

Love  for  love.  2 

May  love  and  reason  be  friends,  and  2 
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|  beauty  and  prudence  marry.  2 

Love  in  every  breast,  liberty  in  every  2 
heart,  and  learning  in  ev$ry  head.  > 

May  the  people  of  England  always  { 
oppose  a  bad  ministry,  and  give  vigour  2 
to  a  good  one.  .2 

Mav  the  armies  and  navies  of  Great  2 
Britain  always  be  successful  in  a  good  2 
cause,  and  never  be  engaged  in  a  bad  2 
one.  2 

May  every  viituous  woman  be  happy,  J 
and  every  vicious  one  penitent.  * 


